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uud Loaf 


A School, A Mountain, An Inn 


BPH ERVEYTALLEN 


Through the courtesy of Hervey Allen we are able to send you this excerpt 
from an address delivered by him at Bread Loaf. We wish to express to him 
our inadequate thanks and constant appreciation for past years of inspiring and 
unselfish leadership as a member of the faculty of the Bread Loaf School. We 
are grateful for his present loyal friendship. 


Brean Loar ScHooL or ENGLISH. 


T has been my good luck to have seen a good deal of 
Bread Loaf in times past; of both the English School and 
the Writers’ Conference. There is, believe it or not, 
something unique about the place. The quality of it, if 
you can read that kind of lettering, is expressed in the 
landscape. The essence of it has been preserved and 
transmitted from one successive generation of teachers, 
of writers, and scholar-students to another by the devo- 
tion and practical idealism of those who have had the 
school in their care. There has been a unique coopera- 
tion here of a learned faculty, of an adult and yet eager 
and enthusiastic body of students from all over the 
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Union, of the administrative authorities of Middlebury 
College, and a hard-working and planning physical 
staff. There have been many problems to meet and to 
adjust but they have been met and adjusted. Asa visible 
symbol of this, the place has even in my own brief 
memory of it taken on the undoubted aspects of per- 
manency. Its buildings have been increased and im- 
proved. The grounds have been made more beautiful. 
The faculty and student body in both school and con- 
ference has increased. The interest of distinguished 
friends and visitors has been enlisted, and when once 
enlisted has been to a unique degree maintained. People 
whose opinions matter in literary and academic E 
(and in many equally important or more important 
fields) know about and believe in this school. This is 
known to you all, but it is a fine achievement due in 
part to some of those who are now sitting in this room; 
due to others who will never enter this room again save 
in spirit. There are certain times when it is well to 
remind ourselves of the fact; occasions when it is right 
to rehearse and to publish such an achievement. It seems 
to me that tonight is such an occasion and so I have taken 
this opportunity of saying so. 

If I were to try to put in little what is perhaps one 
of the most unique things about the Bread Loaf idea, I 
should say that it lies in the peculiar capacity of this 
institution both in its school of English, and in the 
Writers’ Conference which follows, to provide a 
common meeting ground, (perhaps I had better say a 
place of mutual rendezvous for the experiencing and 
tasting of the living literature of the past and of the live 
literature of the present. There is a happy blending here 
of that which has already been published, no matter 
how or in what century, with what has just recently 
been published, and even with what is just coming off 
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the presses now. There is here—with only an irreducible 
modicum of nonsense and sentimentality, or shall I say 
only anecessary residue of humor and pathos—a telescop- 
ing of the academic and literary and publishing fields 
into a genuine focus in which perspective, and hence 
values both near and distant become visible. The result 
is that the student coming to Bread Loaf, whether he or 
she be teaching or writing English, takes away the 
impression of the long continuity of literature. To many 
I am sure this idea is brought home for the first time here 
as an experience rather than merely news or critical 
comment. The idea that literature, that writing, is a 
constant state of becoming, that it went on in the past, 
that it continues now and that it stretches into an almost 
but yet not entirely unpredictable future. 

Once possessed of this idea near figures in letters do 
not bulk too large, colossi of the past do not entirely 
overshadow the landscape. Comment and criticism are 
not pushed forward and heaped up until they obliterate 
and usurp the place of the thing itself. Above all, no 
time is lost in purblind and “finican”” lectures on the 

sychology of the A-2 group in B-3 high school grade, 
oi ward Soda Center, or upon the deep mysteries of 
how to attract attention or to ventilate a school room. 
It is supposed that those who come here are already 
acquainted with the functions of windows and the 
moroseness of adolescents. We leave all that to the 
voo-dooists of psychology and the wizards of the great 
racket of education who every year invent a whole new 
dialect of terms and abstractions to describe even the 
most ordinary phenomena. Yet a great many schools 
completely lose themselves in books written in such 
temporary psychological and educational jargon. Such 
texts are often mistaken for philosophies of life or new 
modes of instruction. In reality they are not always a 
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useful comment. They are merely time killers, interest- 
ing to explore only as so many cul-de-sacs of private 
dialect left by the margin of the high flood of language 
on the desks of unfortunate publishers and bound for 
the numbered dust bins of libraries. To all such books 
and “authors”, I take it, a tolerant though humorous 
farewell has long ago been waved from the front porch 
of Bread Loaf. When brief excursions into the Sahara 
have been indulged in or seem to be immanent, Robert 
Frost, and others, have come to remind us, to cackle a 
little with god-like laughter, and ‘to cleanse the 
joint.” These visits or visitations, whoever the Elijah 
or even the Jeremiah happened to be, have been both 
salubrious and invigorating. If at the time painful, and 
they sometimes were, they have provided the growing 
pains of the school. 

This school has always believed in literature, in life 
and literature. It has believed in poetry as the final essence 
of literature, the core about which and by which all the 
rest of writing that endures for more than a week, or is 
worth thinking about and trying to translate into life for 
more than ten minutes, draws its life. The Bread Loaf Idea 
was conceived by poets who were scholars and by 
scholars who were poets, and it has been carried on by 
those who have in one way or another dedicated them- 
selves to poetry. That is the reason the place has 
succeeded and advanced as it has. It was not founded by 
some hard-minded social philanthropist upon the basis 
of his own little ego-centric prose romance. 




































